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One 


Richie is getting ready for bed when he hears a knock on the door from the adjoining room. Who is in the 
room next to him? David? He can't remember. He unlocks the door and opens it. 


Its Jon. Richie perks up a bit. "Hey, what's going on? Come on in" 


Jon walks in. Topless and barefoot, he's wearing light blue pajama pants. He's fidgeting and looks nervous. "Are 


you too tired? You look ready for bed" 

"I am but l'm not too tired to talk What's up?" 

"I was just thinking," Jon says, running his fingers through his hair. 

"About what?" Richie knows that Jon sometimes has trouble relaxing and not thinking about the band. 
| was thinking about your birthday present." 


Richie frowns, trying to remember. "The speedboat?" 


Jon's face scrunches up. "No, my present to you." 


Richie does remember that night. How can he not? It was the best birthday he's ever had. "Oh." Now Richie is 
nervous. He wonders why Jon is bringing this up. They haven't talked about it since that night, although Richie 
has thought about it a million times. He thinks about it mostly alone in his bed at night as he pleasures 
himself. "What about it?" 


"I really-" Jon takes a deep breath. "I really enjoyed giving you that present" He looks down at the carpeted 
floor, his voice wavering slightly. "| want to- ahh- give it to you again" He can't believe he's doing this, offering 
himself to Richie like this. But it's either this or spending another night alone in his room fantasizing about it. 
Especially when Richie is staying in the next room and he could be over here doing it. 


Richie can't believe Jon is saying this. All of the oxygen escapes his lungs. "Are you serious?" 


Jon steps toward Richie and touches his shoulder, reaching up to lick his earlobe. "Yes," Jon says softly. "l 


haven't been able to stop thinking about it," he admits. His hot breath makes Richie shiver. 
"Get in the bed. I'll be right back" Richie runs into the bathroom. 


Jon dims the lights in the room and climbs onto the big bed and sprawls out. He gets back up and takes off his 
pants then gets back on the bed He gets back up and pulls the sheet back and gets in bed again He pulls the 
sheet over his legs and then pushes it back. He finally decides that he wants to be naked on top of the 


bedcovers when Richie comes out of the bathroom. He stretches out and forces himself to calm down a little. 


Richie takes off his t-shirt, brushes his teeth and washes his face. He can't believe this is happening. It has 
been three weeks since his birthday, the night that he made love to Jon. And it was fantastic. He thought he'd 
have to wait until his next birthday to sleep with Jon again. But now Jon is in his room and practically naked 
and touching him and licking his ear and telling him that he wants to- Richie's mind is racing at a million miles 


an hour. Why is he still in the bathroom? Does he still have the tube of lube? 


He comes out and Jon smiles at him. "I though you weren't going to come out, that you had changed your mind 


or something," Jon says softly. 


Richie takes in Jon's beautiful body, lying on the bed in the soft light. His beautiful naked body. "Are you 
kidding? Of course not" His heart is hammering. His dick is about to bounce up to attention. He takes another 
deep cleansing breath. Richie tears his gaze away from the sexiest body he's ever seen and looks into Jon's 


eyes. "But | need to hear you say it." 


Jon's face flushes as he extends his hand out. "| want you to make love to me, Richie," he says softly but 


fi rmly. 


Two 


Richie lets out the breath he's been holding. "Thank you." While extracting a bottle of message oil from the 
dresser drawer, he notices his iPod. He scrolls through his playlists to "Sexy Songs for Lovemaking" and selects 
it. The first song begins playing into the quiet room and Jon visibly relaxes, closing his eyes. 


"Good idea," Jon whispers. Ahh the power of music. 


Richie steps out of his boxer shorts just as Jon's eyes open. He looks at Richie's penis and Richie stands there 


for a few seconds and just lets him. 


Remembering the pleasure he gave him the first time, Jon is anxious for Richie to get in the bed. He rolls 


over onto his side and invitingly pats the space next to him. 


Richie finally climbs in and slides over next to Jon on the bed. He puts an arm around Jon and holds him 


tightly. Jon pulls the sheet up over them. 


The magnitude of the situation is not lost on Richie. Any two people can have sex once, but when you want to 
have sex a second time, that means there are special feelings involved. Jon is here for their second time. 
Richie is visibly shaking as he leans down to kiss his lips. "Jonny," he whispers. Jon opens his mouth and Richie 
eagerly devours it with his. 


Although he predicted it, Jon is flattered by the passion and enthusiasm Richie is pouring into his kisses. Jon 
writes songs for a living yet he cannot describe the joy he feels being desired by Richie. For the moment his 
strategy is to hang on and enjoy the ride. Eventually, Jon has to pull back to take a breath. He puts his arms 
around Richie and rubs his back. "Rich," he says softly. 


"| can't believe this is happening." Richie releases a long breath against Jon's neck. "You've been thinking about 


the other time, too." 
Jon blushes. "Yeah. Quite a bit," he admits. 


After their first time, Richie had gone back to his room and masturbated, fantasizing about the sex they just 
had. And it was wonderful. He has thought about it almost everyday since then 


"l'm so glad." Richie sits up and drizzles the message oil over both of their dicks before rolling over on top of 


Jon and pressing his body against his. 
"Oh my god, that's perfect," Jon sighs. 


Richie grabs the sides of Jon's head and kisses him deeply. His tongue strokes over Jon's and he doesn't think 
its possible to kiss Jon enough. The first time Richie was afraid to kiss him this way, this long and this hard. 


He thought it might scare him, but tonight it seems much less risky. They kiss intensely for what seems like 
forever, their dicks and pelvises rubbing together sensually. “Jon, | think I'm going to come just from kissing," 


Richie whispers into his exquisite mouth. 

"Oh me too," Jon says. He takes Richie's hand and moves it to his chest encouraging Richie to touch him. 
Richie pulls his hand through Jon's thick chest hair. "You like this?" Richie grins. 

"Yes," Jon breathes. "Nipple," he adds. 


Richie takes the unsubtle hint and moves over to stroke one of Jon's nipples. Jon moans out loud. This is great. 
The first time Jon didn't talk that much. Richie loves it that Jon is vocally expressing what he likes and wants. 
Richie is fully prepared to do anything. "What else do you like?" Richie wants to know. 


"Belly button 

Richie smiles and dips his tongue into Jon's aforementioned belly button. 
Jon moans again. "Yes." 

Richie's face almost splits in two. "Tell me everything that you want" 


Jon spreads his legs, moving his knees to the sides of Richie's waist, encouraging Richie to enter him. Obviously 


no words are necessary. 


"Oh fuck," Richie breathes. He reaches for the massage oil again before moving down to kiss Jon's stomach and 


the insides of his thighs. He slowly pushes a long finger into Jon. 
"Yes," Jon hisses. 


Richie finishes preparing Jon and kisses his stomach again. Jon pulls a pillow under his ass as he watches Richie 


drizzle more oil over his big purple pulsing erection He groans seeing Richie touch himself. 


Richie hovers over Jon to kiss his mouth again and then positions himself between Jon's spread legs and 
carefully slides inside him. "Oh god," he sighs. Up until now, he thought that he may have remembered the 
first time feeling better than it actually did, but now that he is inside Jon again, he knew he was in fact 
correct. It did feel that good because right now it feels fucking amazing. He stays still in case Jon needs time 
to adjust. 


Jon can't believe how good it feels to be with Richie like this either. He's so glad he decided to take the plunge 
and come to Richie's room. He presses his head back into the pillow and moans loudly as Richie begins to slide 
in and out in long, slow strokes. He wraps his legs around his new lover's waist, enjoying the delicious deep 


penetration as Richie makes love to him. 


Richie moves his head up to get some more of that delicious kissing. "Are you- comfortable?" Richie pants. 


Always the considerate lover, he asks: "Does it feel good- for you?" 
Jon looks up at him with glazed sleepy eyes. "Mmm, yes," Jon hisses. "You?" 

"Oh yeah. This is the best sex I've ever had," Richie confesses. 

Jon blushes. "Oh Richie 

Richie is a little embarrassed that he lets that slip out. He's also embarrassed about how close he is to coming 
already. But Jon has his hands all over him and he's undulating his hips in the most sensual way that Richie 


can't help himself. Nor does he want to. He allows himself to speed up. 


Jon senses that Richie is close so he pries his mouth away from his. "Go for it," he wetly whispers into his 


lover's ear. 

Richie moves his hands to the bed on both sides of Jon's waist and builds up to an exquisite climax. He throws 
his head back and his whole body shudders with one of the best orgasms he's ever had. "Ahh, Jon, yes!" he 
gasps. 

Jon watches with wide eyes. Richie is unbelievably beautiful right now. He pulls him down against his chest and 
holds onto him through the aftershocks. He tightens his grip around Richie's back and kisses him softly. "Mmm, 
Richie." He could definitely get used to this. 

"Oh wow." His mind is still reeling from the fact that he came inside of Jon. 

"You said it." 

"You hurting?" Richie asks. 

"Mmm, a little. I'll be fine," Jon breathes, kissing Richie's neck. 

"You're okay with- all this?" Richie is still panting. 


"Yeah. | like it. | like being with you this way." Jon blushes. "It feels amazing." 


"It really does." Pulling out, Richie registers Jon's still hard cock against his stomach. "Oh hell, you didn't come," 


he realizes. 
"Not yet." 


"You should have said something.” Richie is still a little out of breath. He starts to say Next time, fell me, but 


he doesn't want to assume there will be a next time. "I feel like the world's worst lover." 
"No, you're not," Jon soothes. "Its only our second time. This shit takes practice." 

Richie pulls back, straddles Jon's thighs, and begins stroking his cock with his hands. "Thanks." 
‘| wanted to feel you come and- God you were so excited. It was beautiful- ooh," Jon moans. 


Richie has to give Jon an orgasm. "| can take care of you right now." He leans down and licks the tip of Jon's 


erection, his breath catching in his throat. 


Jon props himself up on his elbows to watch. "Ooh, Rich, that's so good," he sighs. "But you can wait until you 
catch your breath." 


"Ahh," is all Richie can say. He sits back and allows himself to recover before getting back to pleasuring his 


new lover. 


Jon looks at him, his eyes sparkling with love. "We have all night" 


Epilogue 


Richie is only half awake when he feels Jon gently stroke his cheek. He's looking down at Richie, his blonde hair 
falling forward, framing his beautiful face. "I'm going back to my room, Rich. So we don't get caught" 


"Okay," Richie murmurs, closing his eyes. 


Jon kisses his forehead. "I love you," he says before getting off the bed, quietly slipping back through the 


adjoining door to return to his own room. 


It takes Richie a minute to register what Jon said. He snaps awake and sits straight up in bed. / love you He 
repeats it in his head. He said he loves me! 


Richie falls back on the bed, his heart exploding with emotion Now he assumes there will be a next time. 


